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The Poetry of Vernie A. Goodman reveals an appreciation 
of life in its many colors and modes. The Poetry of Vernie 
Goodman reveals the person. Born July 16, 1895, to Margaret 
Lipe and Joseph A. B. Goodman in the Amity neighborhood 
of Iredell County, North Carolina, she spent (in a true sense 
of the word) her life in the Carolinas. Following formal 
education at Mooresville, North Carolina, and Mount Amoena 
Seminary at Mount Pleasant; “Miss Vernie” served as 
Secretary for the Superintendent of The Jackson Training 
School for ten years. From there her quest to serve others 
led her to The Lowman Home for Aged and Infirm at White 
Rock, South Carolina, where she stayed seven years. 

Turning her interest from the aged.back to the young, 
Miss Goodman accepted responsibility at The Thompson 
Orphanage in Charlotte. From there in 19538 she became a 
part of The Methodist Home. It was here at “The Home” 
that she worked and lived the remainder of her life. We 
must put “work” and “live” together because for Miss Good- 
man to live meant to work for others, and so she did for 
those last twenty years. 

This volume would not have been possible without the 
help and cooperation of Miss Goodman’s beloved nieces and 
nephews. The skilled assistance of Mrs. Charlie Huss Younts 
in arranging the poems; and the art work of Miss Helen 
Hoover make this a real product of The Methodist Home. 
Thus the publishing of these poems is an attempt by a few 
of us who loved Vernie Goodman to share with others some 
of the joy she gave to us. The zest, the sparkle, the depth 
of “Miss Vernie’s” living can only be glimpsed in_ these 
words which she wrote. Read them and share in the life of 
one of God’s brightest stars. 


Charlotte, North Carolina 
1974 
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The Steep Path 


O God, My Father, the path is so steep — 
So cruel the stones that cut my feet — 

So dark is the way — there are no stars — 
See! my body — all bleeding scars. 

I know, My Child, but climb you must. 
Weary — footsore, stained, in dust, 

I went this path before you! 


But God, My Father, I am so weak — 
No matter how long and hard I seek 
For a firm foothold — I lose my way — 
And fall into night while I pray for day! 
I know, My Child, but climb you must! 

I made the stars — and I keep my trust 
I went this path before you! 


But God, My Father, the thunders roar, 
I am so heartsick — discouraged, sore! 
Beaten, dismayed, I cannot rise — 

From Hell to climb to cloudless skies! 

I know, My Child, but climb you shall — 
I carried a cross to Calvary’s hill 

When I went this path before you. 


See, My Child, you’ve never unclasped 

Your hand from mine — and I hold you fast — 
Darkness, agony, pain, and despair 

Can never o’ercome — for I am here! 

Climb on you must — and know full well 

I, too, have risen — to Heaven from Hell! 


You Are A Star 


The poets liken Love unto a sun; 

If this be true I love you not. To me 

You are a Star that shines when day is done — 
I lift my heart to your serenity 

When darkness falls upon my soul, and you 


Shine through the gloom, calm, and steadfast, and true. 
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At Christmas 


May the dear Christ Child draw near to you — 
May His Light make your pathway clear to you — 
May His love keep safe all dear to you — 
May His Peace be yours 

At Christmas. 


My Task 


God, make me kind! All mortals make mistakes — 
And pay for them — let me be brave, nor ask 
Exemption from the common lot of those 

Who err — but let me do my task 

Each day with kindly sympathy for all 

Who stumbles on life’s pathway, and who fall. 


Ties of Love 


Come, let us go to Bethlehem 

We shall not be alone — 

Beside us and around us walk 

All that we’ve loved and known — 
The Star shines on for all who seek 
With Faith to see its light — 

For listening ears the angels sing 
Sweet Carols in the night — 

And ties of love and friendship true 
Are close and warm and dear — 
God bless you on the journey now 
And through the coming year — 


Things of Home 


Sure, ’tis the things of home I love! I am forever dreaming 
Of just a tiny little house with curtains crisp and white; 
With shining rows of pots and pans, and apple pies a’baking, 
And all the dear, familiar things that make life seem so right. 


Sure, ’tis the things of home I love! The clove pinks in a garden, 
The sunset and the peaceful stars that crown a day well spent; 
The burdens and the cares that come—these are but part and parcel, 
Of that great common fellowship that makes a heart content. 


Sure, ’tis the things of home I love! and life’s a generous giver, 
But with each nosegay of her {Lowers she binds a sprig of rue — 
And if I pluck her roses fair, who knows but on tomorrow 

T’ll find their thorns will pierce my heart with memory of you? 
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My Friend 


You were my friend — long years ago 
When childish griefs would hurt me so, 
And others could not understand 

I came to you — you were my friend. 


You were my friend — your steady hand 
Led me to know and understand 

That better things than those I knew 
Were in my reach, though lost to view. 


You were my friend — when too far out 
I wandered on the sands of Doubt 
You brought me safely back again 
To firmer ground — you were my friend. 


You were my friend — from you my heart 
Has learned to feel another’s smart — 
Learned to forgive and to forget, 

Learned to trust on without regret. 


You ARE my friend — you gave to me 
A hope for all the years to be — 

For you have pointed out the road — 
That leads at last to peace and God. 


Rich as a King 


I know an old fellow who hasn’t a dime — 

Whose eyes are so dim he can’t read a line — 

Who doesn’t hear well, and whose step is so slow 

That’s he’s never quite sure when he starts — where he'll go. 
But don’t waste your pity — he’s rich as a King — 

’Cause he thinks in his heart he has everything — 

He loves you a lot — he wants you to know, 

And thinks of you often as days come and go — 

He’s asked me to tell you, and I’m mighty glad 

To say ‘Merry Christmas’, for me and my Dad.. 


‘ (©) 
My Neighbor Ay 
I have a friend who’s standing by 


No matter how the feathers fly 
Or where the chips may fall 
My neighbor across the hall. 


EA CHAISIINg 


The hurry and worry — the glitter and show 

The crowds and parades — these all come and go — 
But I’m so old-fashioned that Christmas to me 

Still means a Star and an Evergreen Tree — 
Shepherds and Wise Men and Angels that sing 
Glad carols to Heaven to welcome a King — 

And a thought of the friends so cherished and true 
The near friends — the dear friends 

The REAL friends — like you! 


The Star 


Above the din of war and strife’ 

The ageless Song falls clear and 
sweet — 

Above earth’s darkest night the 
Star 

Sheds radiant light for eager 
feet — 

The whole wide world needs only 
ime —— 

Come, let us go to Bethlehem! 


Peace 


There is a Babe in Bethlehem — 

How may we worship Him? 

Oh! let us offer humble hearts 

and love for fellow man — 

Then we shall see His shining 
Star 

Above earth’s darkened way — 

And hear the angels sing again 

Of Peace — on Christmas Day. 


Christmas 


Christmas is a Star that shines 
Above earth’s doubts and fears— 
Christmas is a Bell that chimes 
Sweetly across the years 
Christmas is a loving thought 
Of dear ones far and near— 
Christmas—the miracle God 
wrought 
To make Love’s meaning clear— 
May He bless you this Christmas 
time 
And bring a Glad New Year! 


Christmas is remembering 

All things good and true— 

The simple faith, the homely 
joys, 

The dreams that once we knew— 

Christmas is forgetting 

Each grudge and hurt and wrong 

And kneeling by a manger bed 

With prayer and praise and 
song— 

Christmas is a loving thought 

Of dear ones everywhere— 

May God bless you this 
Christmas time 

And through the coming year. 
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Look Up 


I think when the shepherds walked that night 
They must never have once looked down — 
No questing soul with the Star as a goal 
Could make haste with eyes on the ground — 
Let us, too, look up, and with eyes of Faith 
See the Star shining brightly as then — 

The heavens ring and the angels sing — 

Let us hasten to Bethlehem! 


This Christmas Day 


I know no better words to say 

To a cherished friend on Christmas Day 

Than these — “I love you, and wish for you 

All that is best and right and true.” 

And, as the New Year dawns for you 

May each day bring courage and faith anew — 

This, then is the prayer my heart shall say — 

“May God bless you, this Christmas Day.” 
“Merry Christmas!”’ 


Merry Christmas 


Christmas is a melody 

That sings within my heart 

A song of all the happiness 

Of which you’ve been a part. 

Christmas is a candle bright 

I’m lighting with a prayer 

That God will bless dear ones like you 

Here — There — and Everywhere. 
Merry Christmas! 
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Remembrance 


A kiss — a lingering handclasp — that was all; 
And with a smile you turned to march away — 
’Twas long ago in springtime, and you called 

Back from the gate — “The lilacs bloomed today!” 


So long ago! Yet, as today I walked 
With hurried step down the busy street 
A subtle fragrance, wafted on the breeze, 
Brought to a sudden stop my eager feet. 


Why should that fragrance bring a memory 

Of trivial words, and make them seem so sweet 

That they could wring my heart with poignant pain — 
Ah! why should lilac blossoms make me weep? 


Now 


Christmas is not 

Just a day in each year — 
It’s always and forever — 
It’s now and it’s here! 
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With All My Heart 


There'll always be a Christmas for folks like you and me — 

Tho’ time has made things different from what they used to be — 

There will always be a Carol, there will always be a Star — 

There will always be a loving thought of friends both near and far — 

And so, because I love you, and because you are a part 

Of all that Christmas means to me I say, with all my heart — 
“Merry Christmas!” 


The Almaneck 


I have no yen for writing verse — 

The times are bad and may get worse — 
But gosh! if folks are well prepared, 
Can look ahead, and keep bestirred, 
Well, we may make it yet, by Heck! 

So, here’s your Salem Almaneck! 


A Wish 


May Christmas light a candle 

To glow within your heart — 

May Peace and Joy abide with you 

And Doubt and Fear depart — 

And as you turn to Bethlehem 

To worship and adore — 

The Christ Child bless you with His Love 
What can I wish you more? 
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Gee Whiz! 


Just an old time friend from a bygone day — 
One who hasn’t changed in any way — 

To remind you that seasons come and go 
Through the summer sun or the winter snow — 
But folks like us know what to expect 

From a faithful friend like the Almaneck! 


Christmas 


Christmas is a golden bell 

That chimes across the years — 
Christmas is a shining light 

Above earth’s doubts and fears — 
Christmas is a loving thought 

Of dear ones far and near 

May God bless you this Christmas time 
And through the coming year. 
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Your “Kids” 


Dear Mother and Dad, 

If we just had 
A lot of “dough” to spend, 

We'd load you down this very day 
With presents fine and grand. 

But since we all are flat and broke 
We send you this — with bids 

For just the same old place we’ve had 
Within your hearts — 

Your “Kids” 
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Offertory 


An humble gift, dear Lord, bring 
To give into Thy hands; to me 

It is my all — and yet, how poor, 
How small a gift to offer Thee. 


My life I bring, all scarred and marred 
With years of foolishness and pride — 
Broken and weak with sin, and yet, 
It is for such that Thou hast died. 


More glorious still — for such dost live 
With power to heal the broken heart — 
To cleanse its stains, and by Thy grace, 
To make it strong in every part. 


And so, take Thou the gift, dear Lord, 
That in years which are to be, 
Again I may present it, whole, 
A worthy offering unto Thee. 
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The Weather 


Whether it’s cold, or whether it’s hot 

There’s gonna be weather, whether or not — 
My Daddy said so, and he oughta know 

’Cause he saw a sight of it come and go — 

So just look ahead and open your eyes — 

Don’t let it ketch you by surprise. 

Watch out for the “signs” to sow your seeds — 
Here’s information for all your needs — 

May all your weather be fine and fair 

A Merry Christmas — A Glad New Year! 


Christmas We Used To Know 


Never another Christmas like the ones we used to know 
When all of us were younger in the not-so-long ago — 
We miss familiar faces — the scenes of other years, 
And sometimes our Christmas candles glow dimly through our tears 
But still the angels sweeetly sing across earth’s war and din — 
And still the stars shine brightly on the road to Bethlehem — 
I send my love across the miles, and in my heart I pray 
That Joy and Peace and Happiness be yours 
On Christmas Day! 


Sure I’m getting on in years 

And creaky in my joints — 

But I am rising to remark 

That old age has its points — 

And as I look across the years 

It always thrills me through 

To think how very rich I am 

In having friends like you — 

So, with a grateful heart I pray 

May God bless you this Christmas Day! 
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Gifts of Love 


The shepherds were tired and busy, too — 

With tending their flocks the long night thro’ 
And the Wise Men, though of rich estate 

Were troubled with problems grave and great — 
A Song and a Star led all of them 

With joy and haste to Bethlehem — 

May we, like them, leave everything 

To bring gifts of love and worship HIM. 


Evanescence 


Thoughts! Thoughts! they come and beat upon my brain — 
They torture me with phantom shapes of things 

That I cannot express. As though one blind stood in a room 
Haunted by the odor of a rare perfume, 

And felt, but could not see, the beauty near 

And, reaching out, would strive in vain to grasp 

An object - - finding only air. 


What The Years May Bring 


No matter what the years may bring 
Of joy or sorrow — chimes will ring 
And candles flame and stars will shine 
And children sing at Christmas-time. 
Old friends will ever be more dear 
And love more sweet each passing year — 
So, for a friendship tried and true 
I’m giving thanks and wishing you 
A Merry Christmas. 
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Prayer at Evening 


If, in the stress and tumult of the day, 

Dear Lord, we’ve wandered far from Thee astray — 
Grant that it’s close may find our hands in Thine, 
And give us peace — 

Sweet peace at Evening-time. 


And if the short day of our lives be spent 
Mid storms of strife, or grief, or discontent — 
God grant the sun set clear at last and find 
Us safe with Thee — 

With Thee at Evening-time. 


May every happy memory 

Glow ever in your heart — 

May faith and hope abide with you 

If grief should be your part — 

And, as you turn to Bethlehem 

To worship and adore — 

The Christ Child bless you with His Peace — 
What can I wish you more? 


Peace in your heart, and Light on your way, 
Hope for tomorrow and strength for today, 
Faith that can walk through shadows dim 
And follow a Star to Bethlehem — 

A childlike trust when you kneel to pray — 
May these be your gifts this Christmas Day. 
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A Real Life 


Lord, let me bring a little grace 

To every dark and gloomy place, 

Let me rejoice that I can give 

Some splendor to the life I live 

A little joy where I abide, 

A little faith when I am tried, 

A touch of friendship now and 
then, 

To mark my comradeship with 
men. 


Lord let me bring a little mirth 

To all who share my days on 
earth ; 

Let something I have said or 
done 

Remain when I have traveled 
on 

To prove the man I tried to be 

And Make men glad they 
walked with me; 

A flower, a smile, a word of 
cheer, 

Make these my gifts from year 
to year. 
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Lord not for high renown I ask 

Let me bring merit to my task; 

A fair companion I would be 

For all who share life’s toil 
with me; 

When heavy burdens bear me 
down, 

Grant me the courage not to 
frown, 

And howso’er my hopes shall 
end, 

Let me not cease to play the 
friend. 


Lord let me carry where I go, 

Some little joy to all I know; 

Let these into my life be 
wrought — 

A little faith, a little thought, 

A little mirth, a little grace, 

To glorify the commonplace; 

Lord let some little splendor 
shine, 

To mark this earthly course 
of mine. 


Happy Christmas 


Let Hitler rave and tear his shirt 
And yell “The Allies done me dirt!” 
While Mussolini tears his hair 

And Stalin prods his growling Bear — 
But, as for me, I loudly yell 

“The whole outfit can £0 to ---- 
Pieces over there — 

Ill have a happy Christmas here.” 
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And in my heart I really know 
It’s friends like you who make that so. 
Merry Christmas! 
A Little Boy 
How much a little boy can do 


Oh, to a little boy belongs 
A prayer, a smile, a bedtime song — 
A future hope, a better world 
A flag of faith to keep unfurled — 

A path made straight for tiny feet — 

And arms to hold him close and sweet — 

To make a shattered dream come true — 

How much of hope and joy and sweet surprise 
Can shine within his laughing eyes — 
How fast his tiny hands can hold 
A heart — and make a world unfold — 
To hope and promise —rare as gold. 


Laughter and mischief, lots of noise 
Worry and care and broken toys — 
But always hands to help and show 
The way a little boy should go! 
Oh, there’s no end to pride and joy 
For folks who have a little boy! 


Same Old Wish 


Here comes Christmas! So, what the heck? 

I got worries up to my neck — 

Need a job, but I’m scared to roam — 

Need a pension and a government loan — 

What’s the harm if a’body sends 

The same old wish to same old friends? 
Merry Christmas! — 
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A Heart of Gold 


After the storm and the winter’s cold 

A daisy blossomed with heart of gold — 
Pure and fair were its petals white, 

And bravely it smiled in the warm sunlight. 


Long were the days when the trees were bare, 
And the fields were cold, and dark, and sere. 
But deep in the earth, all close and warm, 
The frail little flower lay safe from harm. 


And then, when the long dark days were past, 
The sunshine whispered, “Here’s Spring at last!” 
And bravely upward it grew and grew — 

Till it blossomed in beauty for me and you. 


Over our lives rage the storms of doubt — 
While fierce winds of fear blow cold without — 
Dark days of sorrow, of anguish and pain, 

And our frail hearts long for the sunshine again. 


But the Father’s love is safe and warm — 

The storms may rage, but they cannot harm. 
What matters the storm, or the winter’s cold — 
If in springtime shall blossom a Heart of Gold? 


Faith 


Christmas is not in neon lights 

Nor noisy marts of trade — 

The Christ we seek will not be found 
In a glittering parade. 

But to each humble, faithful heart 
The Christ Child comes anew — 

And so, with Joy and Faith and Hope 
May Christmas come to you. 
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My Daddy liked the Almanac — believed in every “sign” 

Took all the weather as it came — he’d never sigh or whine. 
He kept it hanging on a nail beneath his trusty clock 

And took it down to “read the word” when there was corn to shock, 
Or seeds to plant, or ground to till, or anything to do 

About the place. When work was done he’d entertain the folks 
With all the nonsense he could find among its funny jokes. 
And every year, at Christmas time, he always liked to send 

A Salem Almanac around to those he called “my friend.” 

And so, in memory of him, and for my own self too, 

I send this Salem Almanac — A glad New Year to you! 


I’ve said it in prose and said it in rhymes 

To so many people and so many times 

All thro’ the years till my hair has turned gray 
And I’ve put on my “specs” to wear every day. 
But it gives me a thrill that nothing else brings 
And my spirits lift, and my heart takes wings 
When I say, and mean it, as I really do — 
“Merry Christmas, my friend — 

May God bless you!” 


The Star shines still — may we have Light 
To guide us thro’ the darkest night — 

The Angels sing — may we have ears 

To hear the Song above the fears — 

And grant us Faith to find again 

Once more the way to Bethlehem. 


Babe of Bethlehem 


Now may the Babe of 
Bethlehem 

His tender Grace bestow 

To cheer your heart and light 
your way 

Thro’ days that come and go — 

His Love enfold those you hold 
dear 

And bless you in the coming 
year ! 
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One Hundred Today 


To Grandmother Troutman — One Hundred today! 
All my life I have chatted away 

Just piling up words like farmers make hay — 
But now — how I wish I knew something to say 
To Grandmother Troutman — One Hundred today! 


How much folks love her, she already knows, 
Their praises follow where ever she goes — 

And children’s children high tribute pay 

To Grandmother Troutman — One Hundred today! 


What gift could I offer? Her weath is secure, 
Stored safely in Heaven where riches endure — 
Nothing I’d bring would be fit to display 

To Grandmother Troutman — One Hundred today! 


For her good, gentle life, for her faith, and her love 
I’m giving my thanks to her Father above 

May His smile and His blessing rest ever, I pray 
On Grandmother Troutman — One Hundred today! 


Augustus D. Troutman 


And so the story endeth — close the book 
But not with haste — this book needs pondering 
Mark you its length, think well upon its weight 
Before you scan its pages. No capricious Fate 
Conceived this character — here is a man! 
Well may children’s children read each page 
With joy and pride in their fair heritage — 
Here walks a warrior brave, a lover true, 
A careful father, and a faithful friend, 
A kindly neighbor. O there is no end 
To all his virtues! Only God could plan 
This character and write this book; 
Then look upon His handiwork and smile, 
And, with perfection only heaven could lend, 
Could write “Noel” instead of “Finished” 

At the End. 
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In His Home Town 


So gentle was his manner, and so quiet was his way, 

That the town took him for granted until he went to stay — 

But somewhere, from the Plains of Peace, I hope he’s looking down 
To learn what people really thought of him in his Home Town! 


He never did have much to say — but what he said was kind; 

And what his duty was, he did, and never seemed to mind — 
Come good or ill, come gain or loss, he went his steady way, 

He knew his path was straight and sure — and walked it day by day. 


He had so few requirements, and he never made demands — 

His home, his church, his garden, and his job employed his hands 
And left his spirit tranquil; if he suffered hurt or grief 

None ever saw him shaken in his courage or belief. 


And so he lived among us — and so he’s gone his way — 

But up and down, in his Home Town, the people speak today — 
And so, dear Lord, with all the joys he so deserved to win 

Grant him the joy of knowing what the Home Folks think of him! 


Good Life 


My Daddy went Home years ago, 
But he lived long and well, and so 
I’m pretty sure he knew the way 

To make life good from day to day. 
The Bible was his daily bread, 

The Salem Almanac he read — 

His faith in both is with me still. 
Let others orbit when they will 

To planets "way in Outer Space 

And scan the moon’s astonished face — 
But folks like us do well to stay 

On Earth — and follow Daddy’s way! 
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Courtin’ Peggy 
Ah, Memory! your fire still 


burns 

Full bright within my heart, 
and turns 

My fancy back to days of old, 

When all the stars were shining 
gold, 

And I went courtin’ Peggy. 


Around the big fireplace 
we'd sit, 

And Peggy’s Ma would knit and 
knit — 

Her Pa, he’d set and smoke his 


pipe, 
(Peared like he’d set till nigh 
midnight 
When I was courtin’ Peggy!) 


But Peggy’d pass the spice cake 
round, 

And apples, too, all red and 
sound — 

Sometimes I’d tune my fiddle up 

And play a jig — the shines we 
cut 

When I was courtin’ Peggy! 


Most always, too, when time 
went slow, 

Her Pa would reach his specs 
to go 

And fetch the almanac, and read 

About good times fer plantin’ 
seed — 

An’ me a’ courtin’ Peggy! 


But then — at last —he’d wind 
the clock, 

Remark — “TI got to feed th’ 
stock 

Afore daylight; Ma, we’ll turn 
in? == 

Then look at me an’ sorter grin, 

And leave we there with 
Peggy — 


I’d put a pine knot on the fire, 

An’ hitch my chair a little 
nigher — 

But Gosh! I never seen the beat 

How words come slow and hard 
to speak 

When I was courtin’ Peggy. 
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Courtin’ Peggy 


I’d reach right easy fer her 
hand — 

Jest prayin’ that she’d 
understand! 

Not her! she’d grin and toss 
her head 

And look the other way 
instead — 

That tantalizin’ Peggy! 


She kept that up fer nigh a 
year — 

The aggravatin’ way of her 

Nigh druv me wild. At last, 
by gum, 

I riz right up and told her 
some! 

I read the law to Peggy! 


Sez I, “Young miss, you think 
you’re smart 

To make fun of a trustin’ 
heart — 

There’s other girls as sweet as 
you 

False charmer! Now I'll say 
anew 

No more care I fer Peggy!” 


She looked right queer — 
and then, right there 

I nearly died —I seen a tear 

Steal down her cheek as she 
says low — 

Jest whisperin’ like 
“Ts that so, Joe? 

Would you forsake your 
Peggy?” 


Ye Gods! that cut me like a 
sword — 

My fool tongue couldn’t speak 
a word! 

I jest looked once into her 
eyes — 

Then woke right up in Paradise 

With both my arms ’round 
Peggy! 


Written and recited for Daddy and 
Mother on their 45th wedding 
anniversary. 
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Oh, some who came to Bethlehem 

Were folk of low estate 

Who had no wealth or learning 

And some were rich, and great. 

But each came bringing Hope and Faith — 
And went with Joy away — 

May all these precious gifts be yours 

To bless your Christmas Day! 


Little House O’ Dreams 


O, Little House O’ Dreams! 
you stand 

With open, beckoning door — 

And merry sunbeams come to 
play 

Upon your shining floor; 

Outside your windows roses 
climb 

And peep within, to see 

How much happiness you hold 

Dear little house, for me. 


No rich and gaudy things are 
yours, 

But treasures true and fine — 

Music and books, an open fire, 

Content, and peace of mind — 

Your echoes wake to childish 
feet, 

And happy voices ring — 

And one true heart waits there 
for me, 

Dear Little House O’ Dreams. 


Dear little house, I love you so! 

And I must close your door — 

Must shut it fast on happiness 

And lift the latch no more— 

But ever down the dark’ning 
years | 

Your shining windows gleam — 

Perhaps I'll lift your latch in 
Heaven, 

Dear Little House O’ Dreams! 
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Peace In Our Heart 


Bursting bombs and shrieks of pain — 
Glitter and speed, like cellophane 

Cover the earth — can angels sing 

Above such din? Will the old refrain 

Of “Peace, Good Will” sound clear again? 
Ah, yes! no uproar made by men 

Can silence that song from Bethlehem — 
Sweetly, and pure as a mother’s tears 

It falls on our hearts across the years — 
Together we sing the old refrain — 

With peace in our hearts we kneel to Him — 
And we burn a candle for each good friend 
We've met on the road.to Bethlehem. 


Wormwood 


Ah, come, my sweet and drink with me 
A golden cup of Love — 

And I will pledge my faith to you 

By all the stars above — 

And you shall hold the cup for me 

If only you will come, 

For spring’s abroad, and life is joy, 
And we, my sweet, are young! 


And so she came to drink with me — 
So sweet she was, and fair, 

That all the golden sunbeams came 
To nestle in her hair — 

Her face was like a summer dawn, 
And heaven smiled in her eyes; 

Her voice was like a linnet’s song, 
But ah! she was so wise! 


She came and took that precious cup, 
All brimming o’er with bliss, 

And for the nectar it contained 

She offered me - - - a kiss — 

And I exchanged; she made ME wise 
For all the years to be — 

She drank all save the bitter dregs 
Then - - - held the cup for me! 
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ah (OX 
Sweetheart of Mine v' , i 
If I had all the wealth in all the ? 
world 
Coined into minted gold this 
Christmastime, 


I should esteem it less than 
just one touch 

Of your hand on my own — 
Sweetheart of Mine! 


If I had all the jewels in the 
world 

In dazzling brilliance at this 
Christmastime, 

I'd turn away — for me all 
radiance shines 

Within your lovely eyes — 
Sweetheart of Mine! 


If I had all the music in the 
world 

In one grand harmony this 
Christmastime, 

I’d never hear or heed a single 
note 

If you but called my name — 
Sweetheart of Mine. 


Had I the rarest rose; in all the 
world 

To bring me sweetness at this 
Christmastime — 

I’d cast its fragrant beauty 
all aside 

And seek your lips instead — 
Sweetheart of Mine! 
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Manger Bed 


A Baby smiles in a manger 
bed — 

And bursting bombs rain death 
o’erhead — 

While Fear and Hunger, 
Death and Despair 

Hover like vultures 
everywhere — 

Dear God! what hope can a 
smiling Child 

Offer a world so sore defiled? 


A Baby smiles in a manger 
bed — 

Kings and nations, centuries 
dead, 

Are dust since first His 
innocent eyes 

Gazed in wonder and sweet 
surprise 

While shepherds knelt in a 
stable stall 

With starlight radiant over all. 


A Baby smiles in a manger 
bed — 
Still by a Star are Wise Men 


led — 

And still with hope does a 
world forlorn 

Kneel by that manger 
Christmas morn — 

Peace and Good Will still reign 
o’erhead 

And a Baby smiles in a manger 
bed. 
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This Is Christmas 


This is Christmas — a radiant 
Star 

That shines undimmed thro’ 
the passing years 

This is Christmas, a joyous 
Song 

That falls so sweetly on 
on listening ears — 

This is Christmas — a loving 
thought 

Of cherished ones — be they 
far or near — 

This is Christmas — my prayer 
for you — 

God bless you at Christmas — 
And all the year through! 


Lines to my Grandmother 


Your hands have long been folded — but I think 

Of all that you accomplished, and I shrink 

From my own uselessness! To cook and mend 

Were trivial tasks for you — who had the fields to tend 
To raise your children’s bread. The clothes they wore 
Meant long, long hours at the wheel and loom. 

All the anxiety and poverty of war 

Were yours to bear — rest was a priceless boon — 
Yet you found time to share a neigshbor’s need, 
Bread, and to spare, a hungry child to feed. 

And you found time for worship! -you would spare 
The time and walk for miles to raise your prayer 
To God from your own pew. You asked for grace — 
The answer found you waiting in your place. 

Little you knew of pleasure, much of pain — 

But yet, none heard you murmur or complain; 

And always you must have a “patch of ground” 
Where growing things and blossoms might be found. 
And so, today, I look across the years 

To bless your memory with thankful tears — 

I’m sure, my dear, you reached a peaceful goal, 

For you grew white geraniums for your soul. 
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Little Brown Jug 


Little Brown Jug, you are broken and old, 

And you sit all day on the table there — 

But you look at the man across the room, 

And you seem to wink with a knowing air — 

Are you dreaming, I wonder, of long ago, 

And a quaint little Dutchman whose name was “Choe?” 


When he trudged away on the path to school, 

With slate and pencil and spellin’ book, 

He carried you, too, with tender care, 

And at recess time, with the books forsook, 

On big Dutch biscuits your contents would flow — 

For a rosy-cheeked Dutchman whose name was “Choe.” 


The little Dutch lassies, demure and sweet, 

With their flaxen curls and eyes of blue, 

Coaxed to “have some ’lasses atop der bread”, 

Would shyly receive Love’s offering from you — 

Ah, many a tale you could tell I know, 

Of that bold little Dutchman whose name was “Choe.” 


And oft when mischief and love of play 

Led him afoul of the teacher’s cane, 

When the books were dull and the lessons long, 
And knowledge seemed much too hard to gain, 
Then to you, little jug, for comfort he’d go, 

That bad little Dutchman whose name was “Choe.” 


Today when he sits before his board 

A “syrup pitcher” has taken your place, 

And china, and silver, and damask cloth, 

Have little in common with days you graced — 
But some way he’d rather have you, I know — 
My dear Dutch daddy, whose name is “Joe.” 


And he loves you still, O, Little Brown Jug, 

Through all the years he has held you fast — 

And sometimes he looks at you and smiles, 

Then turns away with a sigh at last — 

As with you he dreams of the long ago, 

And a quaint little Dutchman whose name was “Choe.” 


(For Daddy. His little brown jug is one he had when he 
carried molasses to school for his lunch.) 
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Mightier Than Man 


Sure, they got so many missiles 

And satellites and things 

It’s enough to scare us sinners 

Until we start to sprouting wings — 
But man, with all his mighty mind 

Has never changed a single Sign — 
The Moon, as yet, shines unperturbed — 
The Sun and Stars seem undisturbed — 
Let’s search our Daddy’s “Almaneck” 
And find out what we CAN expect. 


To Reuben 


No matter how I fouled things up 
Or what scrap I got into 

You’ve always. “kept your shirt on” 
And helped to pull me through — 
And now that I am older 

I sometimes meditate 

And wonder if I’ll make it 

Past St. Peter at the Gate — 

But I’ve a sort of notion 

(Tho’ my good deeds are few) 
That some lessons you have taught me 
Will help to pull me through! 
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